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THE PROGRESS OF GENIUS. 


THE SECOND BOOK. 


() chance or change O let not man complain, 


Elſe ſhall he never never ceaſe to wail : 
For, from th' imperial dome, to where the ſwain 
Rears the lone cottage in the ſilent dale, 
All feel th aſſault of fortune's fickle gale ; 
Art, empire, earth itſelf, to change are doom'd; 
Earthquakes have raiſed to heaven the humble vale, 


And gulphs the mountain's mighty maſs entomb'd, 


And where th' Atlantick rolls wide continents have bloom'd &. 


* See PlAxro's Timeus. 
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II. 


But ſure to foreign climes we need not range, 
Nor ſearch the antient records of our race, 


To learn the dire effects of time and change, 


Which in ourſelves, alas, we daily trace. 


Yet at the darken'd eye, the wither'd face, 


Or hoary hair, I never will repine : 


But ſpare, O Time, whate'er of mental grace, 


Of candour, love, or ſympathy divine, 


Whate'er of fancy's ray, or friendſhip's flame is mine, 


III. 


So I, obſequious to Truth's dread command, 
Shall here without reluctance change my lay, 
And ſmite the Gothick lyre with harſher hand; 
Now when I leave that flowery path for aye 
Of childhood, where I ſported many a-day, 
Warbling and ſauntering careleſly along; 
Where every face was innocent and gay, 


Each vale romantick, tuneful every tongue, 


Sweet, wild, and artleſs all, as Edwin's infant ſong. 
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IV. 


ce Periſh the lore that deadens young deſire” 

Is the ſoft tenor of my ſong no more. 

Edwin, though loved of heaven, mult not aſpire 

To bliſs, which mortals never knew before. 

On trembling wings let youthful fancy ſoar, 

Nor always haunt the ſunny realms of joy ; 

But now and then the ſhades of life explore ; 

Though many a ſound and ſight of woe annoy, 
And many a qualm of care his riſing hopes deſtroy. 


V. 


Vigour from toil, from trouble patience grows. 
The weakly bloſſom, warm in ſummer bower, 
Some tints of tranſient beauty may diſcloſe ; 
But ah it withers in the chilling hour. 
Mark yonder oaks ! Superiour to the power 
Of all the warring winds of heaven they riſc, 


And from the ſtormy promontory tower, 


And toſs their giant arms amid the ſkies, 
While each affailing blaſt increaſe of ſtrength ſupplies, 


| 
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| VI. 


| And now the downy cheek and deepen'd voice 

1 Gave dignity to Edwin's blooming prime ; 

And walks of wider circuit were his choice, 

And vales more wild, and mountains more ſublime. 
One evening, as he framed the careleſs rhyme, 

It was his chance to wander far abroad, 

And o'er a lonely eminence to climb, 

Which heretofore his foot had never trode ; 


A vale appear'd below, a deep retired abode, 
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Thither he hied, enamour'd of the ſcene : 
For rocks on rocks piled, as by magick ſpell, 
1 Here ſcorch'd with lightning, there with ivy green, 
F Fenced from the north and eaſt this ſavage dell; 
Southward a mountain roſe with eaſy ſwell, 
Whoſe long long groves eternal murmur made ; 
And toward the weſtern ſun a ſtreamlet fell, 
Where, through the cliffs, the eye, remote, ſurvey'd 
Blue hills, and glittering waves, and ſkies in gold array'd. 
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VIII. 


Along this narrow valley you might ſee 
The wild deer ſporting on the meadow ground, 


And, here and there, a ſolitary tree, 


Or moſly ſtone, or rock with woodbine crown'd. 


Oft did the cliffs reverberate the ſound 

Of parted fragments tumbling from on high ; 
And from the ſummit of that craggy mound 
The perching eagle oft was heard to cry, 


Or on reſounding wings to ſhoot athwart the ſky. 


IX, 


One cultivated ſpot there was, that ſpread 

Its flowery boſom to the noonday beam, 
Where many a roſe-bud rears its bluſhing head, 
And herbs for food with future plenty teem. 


Sooth'd by the lulling ſound of grove and ſtream 


Romantick viſions ſwarm on Edwin's ſoul ; 
He minded not the ſun's laſt trembling gleam, 


Nor heard from far the twilight curfew toll ;— 


When ſlowly on his ear theſe movings accents ſtole. 
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« Hail, awful ſcenes, that calm the troubled breaſt, 
e And woo the weary to profound repoſe, 

Can paſſion's wildeſt uproar lay to reft, 

* And whiſper comfort to the man of woes ! 

«© Here Innocence may wander, ſafe from foes, 

* And Contemplation ſoar on ſeraph wings. 

« O Solitude, the man who thee foregoes, 


« When lucre lures him, or ambition ſtings, 


Shall never know the ſource whence real grandeur ſprings. 


XI. 


« Vain man, is grandeur given to gay attire ? 

* Then let the butterfly thy pride upbraid :— 

« To friends, attendants, armies, bought with hire? 
« It is thy weakneſs that requires their aid : — 
«To palaces, with gold and gems inlay'd ? 

They fear the thief, and tremble in the ſtorm ;— 
* To hoſts, through carnage who to conqueſt wade ? 
„ Behold the victor vanquiſh'd by the worm 


„ Behold, what deeds of woe the locuſt can perform! 


* 
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XII. 


« True dignity is his, whoſe tranquil mind 

« Virtue has raiſed above the things below, 

* Who, every hope and fear to heaven reſign'd, 

« Shrinks not, though Fortune aim her deadlieſt blow.” 
his ſtrain from midſt the rocks was heard to flow 
In ſolemn ſounds. Now beam'd the evening ſtar ; 
And from embattled clouds emerging flow 

Cynthia came riding on her filyer car; 


And hoary mountain-cliffs ſhone faintly from afar. 


XIII. 


Soon did the ſolemn voice its theme renew ; 
(While Edwin wrapt in wonder liſtening ſtood) 
« Ye tools and toys of tyranny, adieu, 


* Scorn'd by the wiſe, and hated by the good! 


« Ye only can engage the ſervile brood 
«« Of Levity and Luſt, who, all their days, 
« Aſhamed of truth and liberty, have woo'd, 


C 
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And hug'd the chain, that glittering on their gaze 


i Seems to outſhine the pomp of heaven's empyreal blaze. 


| (8 ] 
1 XIV. 


1 Like them, abandon'd to Ambition's ſway, 


1 « I ſought for glory in the paths of guile ; 


* 


i « And fawn'd and ſmiled, to plunder and betray, 
Myſelf betray'd and plunder'd all the while ; 


«© So gnaw'd the viper the corroding file. 
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« But now with pangs of keen remorſe I rue 
* Thoſe years of trouble and debaſement vile.— 
« Yet why ſhould I this cruel theme purſue ! 
« Fly, fly, deteſted thoughts, for ever from my view. 


XV. 


The guſts of appetite, the clouds of care, 

* And ſtorms of diſappointment, all o' erpaſt, 

« Henceforth no carthly hope with heaven ſhall ſhare 
« This heart, where peace ſerenely ſhines at laſt, 

&« And if for me no treaſure be amaſs'd, 


« And if no future age ſhall hear my name, 


c 
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I lurk the more ſecure from fortune's blaſt, 


« And with more leiſure feed this pious flame, 


© Whoſe rapture far tranſcends the faireſt hopes of fame. 
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XVI. 


«© The end and the reward of toil is reſt. 

* Be all my prayer for virtue and for peace. 
Of wealth and fame, of pomp and power poſleſs'd, 
«© Who ever felt his weight of woe decreaſe ! 

« Ah! what avails the love of Rome and Greece, 

«© The lay heaven-prompted, and harmonious ſtring, 
The duſt of Ophir, or the Tyrian fleece, 

All that art, fortune, enterpriſe, can bring, 


If envy, ſcorn, remorſe, or pride the boſom wring | 


XVII. 


« Let Vanity adorn the marble tomb 
% With trophies, rhymes, and PREP ORG of renown, 
« In the deep dungeon of ſome Gothick dome, 
« Where night and deſolation ever frown. 
« Mine be the breezy hill that ſkirts the down ; 
« Where a green graſſy turf is all I crave, 


„ With here and there a violet beſtrown, 


« Faſt by a brook, or fountain's murmuring wave; 


And many an evening ſun ſhine ſweetly on my grave. 
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I XVII. 
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And thither let the village ſwain repair ; 

| And, light of heart, the village maiden gay, 
| % To.deck with flowers her half-diſhevel'd hair, 
| And celebrate the merry morn of May. 

| There let the ſhepherd's pipe the live-long day 


c 


Sd: 


Fill all the grove with love's bewitching wo ; 
And when mild Evening comes with mantle grey, 
Let not the blooming band make haſte to go, 

No ghoſt nor ſpell my long and laſt abode ſhall know, 


XIX. 


For though I fly to ſcape from Fortune's rage, 
« And bear the ſcars of envy, ſpite, and ſcorn, 
« Yet with mankind no horrid war 1 wage, 
„Vet with no impious ſpleen my breaſt is torn: 
« For virtue loſt, and ruin'd man, I mourn. 
« O Man, creation's pride, heaven's darling child, 
* Whom nature's beſt divineſt gifts adorn, 
„Why from thy home are truth and joy exiled, | 
« And all thy favourite haunts. with blood and tears defiled ! 
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XX. 


« Along yon glittering ſky what glory ſtreams ! 
What majeſty attends night's lovely queen 
Fair laugh our vallies in the vernal beams; 
« And mountains riſe, and oceans roll between, 
* And all conſpire to beautify the ſcene. 
«© But, in the mental world, what chaos drear ! 


” What forms of mournful, loathſome, furious mien ! 


c 
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O when ſhall that Eternal Morn appear, 
« Theſe dreadful forms to chaſe, this chaos dark to clear! 


XXI. 
„O Thou, at whoſe creative ſmile, yon heaven, 


& In all the pomp of beauty, life, and light, 
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Roſe from th' abyſs; when dark Confuſion, driven 
* Down down the bottomleſs profound of night, 

„ Fled, where he ever flies thy piercing fight ! 

„O glance on theſe ſad ſhades one pitying ray, 

To blaſt the fury of oppreſſive might, 


Melt the hard heart to love and mercy's ſway, 
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* 


And chear the wandering ſoul, and light him on the way. 
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XXII. 


Silence enſued: and Edwin raiſed his eyes 

In tears, for grief lay heavy at his heart. 

And is it thus in courtly life” (he cries) - 

* That man to man acts a betrayer's part? 

* And dares he thus the gifts of heaven pervert, 

« Each ſocial inſtinct, and ſublime deſire 

Hail Poverty! if honour, wealth, and art, 

If what the great purſue, and learn'd admire, 
« Thus diſſipate and quench the ſoul's ethereal fire! 


XXIII. 


He ſaid, and turn'd away; nor did the Sage 

O'erhear, in ſilent oriſons employ'd. 

The Vouth, his riſing ſorrow to aſſuage, 

Home as he hied, the evening ſcene enjoy d: 

For now no cloud obſcures the ſtarry void; 

The yellow moonlight ſleeps on all the hills; 
Nor is the mind with ſtartling ſounds annoy'd, 

A ſoothing murmur the lone region fills 


Of groyes, and dying gales, and melancholy rills. 


„ 
XXIV. 


But he from day to day more anxious grew. 
The voice ſtill ſeem'd to vibrate on his ear. 
Nor durſt he hope the Hermit's tale untrue; 
For man he ſeem'd to love, and heaven to fear; 
And none ſpeaks falſe, where there is none to hear. 
« Yet, can man's gentle heart become ſo fell ! 
* No more in vain conjecture let me wear 

« My hours away, but ſeek the Hermit's cell; 


« Tis he my doubt can clear, perhaps my care diſpel.” 
XXV. 


At early dawn the Vouth his journey took, 

And many a mountain paſs'd, and valley wide, 
Then reach'd the wild; where, in a flowery nook, 
And ſeated on a moſſy ſtone, he ſpied 

An antient man : his harp lay him beſide. 

A ſtag ſprang from the paſture at his call, 

And, kneeling, lick'd the wither'd hand, that tied 
A wreathe of woodbine round his antlers tall, 


And hung his lofty neck with many a floweret ſmall. 


© SH 


XXVI. 


And now the hoary Sage aroſe, and ſaw 
The wanderer approaching : innocence 
Smiled on his glowing cheek, but modeſt awe 
Depreſs'd his eye, that fear d to give offence. 
Who art thou, courteous ſtranger ? and from whence? 
© Why roam thy ſteps to this abandon'd dale? 
„A ſhepherd-boy (the Youth replied), far hence 
« My habitation ; hear my artleſs tale; 

Nor levity nor falſhood ſhall thine ear affail. 


XXVII. 


« Late as I roam'd, intent on Nature's charms, 

4 ] reach'd at eve this wilderneſs profound; 

« And, leaning where yon oak expands her arms, 
Heard theſe rude cliffs thine awful voice rebound; 


A 


(For in thy ſpeech I recogniſe the ſound.) 
« You mourn'd for ruin'd man, and virtue loſt, 
And ſeem'd to feel of keen remorſe the wound, 


« Pondering on former days, by ouilt engroſs d. 


* Or in the giddy ſtorm of difipation toſs'd. 


1 
XXVIII. 


« But ſay, in courtly life can craft be learn'd, 
„Where knowlege opens, and exalts the ſoul ? 
Where Fortune laviſhes her gifts unearn'd, 
Can ſelfiſhneſs the liberal heart control ? | 
«Ts glory there achiev'd by arts, as foul, 


* 


c 
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As thoſe which felons, gende, and furies plan? 
« Spiders enſnare, ſnakes poiſon, tygers prowl ; 
N Love is the godlike attribute of man. 

O teach a ſimple Youth this myſtery to ſcan. 


XXIX. 


* 


0 


Or elſe the lamentable ſtrain diſclaim, 
« And'give me back the calm, contented mind; 
„Which, late, exulting, view'd, in Nature's frame, 
* Goodneſs untainted, wiſdom unconfined, 


* Grace, grandeur, and utility combined. 


< Reſtore thoſe tranquil days, that ſaw me ſtill 

« Well pleaſed with all, but moſt with humankind ; 

«© When fancy roam'd through Nature's works at will, 
« Uncheck'd by cold diſtruſt, and uninform'd of ill.“ 


* 


XXX . 


c 


Wouldſt thou (the Sage replied) in peace return 
* To the gay dreams of fond romantick youth, 
Leave me to hide, in this remote ſojourn, 
From every gentle ear the dreadful truth: 
For if my deſultory ſtrain with ruth 
« And indignation make thine eyes o'erflow, 
„Alas! what comfort could thy anguiſh ſooth, 
Should ſt thou th' extent of human folly know. 


«« Be ignorance thy choice, where knowlege leads to wo. 


XXXI. 


«« But let untender thoughts afar be driven; 
«« Nor venture to arraign the dread decree : 
« For know, to mats; as candidate for heaven, 
« The voice of The Eternal ſaid, Be free : 
« And this divine prerogative to thee 
«« Does virtue, happineſs, and heaven convey ; 
« For virtue is the child of liberty, 
« And happineſs of virtue ; nor can they 
« Be free to keep the path who are not free to ſtray, 
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XXXII. 


« Yet leave me not. I would allay that grief, 
Which elſe might thy young virtue overpower ; 


And in thy converſe I ſhall find relief, 


© When the dark ſhades of melancholy lower; 
«« For ſolitude has many a dreary hour, 
Even when exempt from grief, remorſe, and pain: 
«© Come often then; for, haply, in my bower, 

«© Amuſement, knowlege, wiſdom thou may'ſt gain, 


If I one ſoul improve I have not lived in vain.” 


XXXIII. 


And now, at length, to Edwin's ardent gaze 

The Muſe of hiſtory unrolls her page. 

But few, alas! the ſcenes her art diſplays, 

To charm his fancy, or his heart engage. 

Here Chiefs their thirſt of power in blood aſſwage, 
And ſtraight their flames with tenfold fierceneſs burn : 


Here ſmiling Virtue prompts the patriot's rage, 


But lo, erelong, is left alone to mourn, 


And languiſh in the duſt, and claſp th' abandon'd urn, 
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XXXIV. 


« Ah, what avails (he ſaid) to trace the ſprings 

That whirl of empire the ſtupendous wheel! 

Ah, what have I to do with conquering kings, 

«© Hands drench'd in blood; and breaſts begirt with ſteel ! 
* To thoſe, whom Nature taught to think and feel, 

« Heroes, alas, are things of ſmall concern. 

« Could Hiſtory man's ſecret heart reveal, 

And what imports aheaven-born mind to learn, 


« Her tranſcripts to explore what boſom would not yearn! 


XXXV. 


* This praiſe, O Cheronean Sage“, is thine. 
(Why ſhould this praiſe to thee alone belong !) 


All elſe from Nature's moral path decline, 


- 


* 
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« Lured by the toys that captivate. the throng ; 
« To herd-in cabinets and camps, among 

«© Spoil, carnage, and the cruel pomp of pride; 
«« Or chaunt of heraldry the drowſy ſong, 


«« How tyrant blood, o'er many a region wide, 


Rolls to a thouſand thrones its execrable tide. 


* PLUTARCH. 


O who of man the ſtory will unfold, 
„ Ere victory and empire wrought annoy, 
* In that elyſian age (miſnamed of gold) 
% TA age of love, and innocence, and joy, 
«© When all were great and free! man's ſole employ 
6 To deck the boſom of his parent earth; 
Or toward his bower the murmuring ſtream decoy, 
Jo aid the floweret's long- expected birth, 
« And lull the bed of peace, and crown the board of mirth. 


XXXVII. 


« Sweet were your ſhades, O ye primeval groves, 


Whoſe boughs to man his food and ſhelter lent, 


LS 
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Pure in his pleaſures, happy in his loves, 


Aa 


« His eye ſtill ſmiling, and his heart content. 
« Then, hand in hand, Health, Sport, and Labour went. 
Nature ſupply'd the. wiſh ſhe taught to crave. the 
„None prowl'd for prey, none watch'd to circumvent. 
« To all an equal lot heaven's bounty gave : | 
% No vaſlal fear'd his lord, no tyrant fear'd- his ſlave. 


C& 3 


XXXVIII. 


« But ah! th' Hiſtorick Muſe has never dared 

* pierce thoſe hallow'd bowers : 'tis Fancy's beam 
“ Pour'd on the viſion of th' enraptured Bard, 

« That paints the charms of that delicious theme. 

* Then hail ſweet Fancy's ray! and hail the dream 
« That weans the weary ſoul from guilt and woe J 

* Careleſs what others of my choice may deem, 
J long where Love and Fancy lead to go, 


e And meditate on heaven; enough of earth I know,” 


XXXIX. . 
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I] cannot blame thy choice (the Sage replied) 

« For ſoft and ſmooth are fancy's flowery ways. 

« And yet even there, if left without a guide, 

« The young adventurer unſafely plays. 

« Eyes dazzled long by Fiction's gaudy rays. 

In modeſt Truth no light nor beauty find. 

And who, my child, would truſt the meteor-blaze, 

That ſoon muſt fail, and leave the wanderer blind, 
« More dark and helpleſs ſhe. than if it ne'er had ſhined? _ 


21 ] 
XL. 


6 Fancy enervates, while it ſooths, the heart, 

* And, while it dazzles, wounds the mental ſight : 
To joy each heightening charm it can impart, 

% But wraps the hour of wo in tenfold night. 
And often, where no real ills affright, 

Its viſionary fiends, an endleſs train, 

« Afail with equal or ſuperior might, 

« And through the throbbing heart, and dizzy brain, 


And ſhivering nerves, ſhoot ſtings of more than mortal pain. 


XLI. 


And yet, alas, the real ills of life 

Claim the full vigour of a mind prepared, 

« Prepared for patient, long, laborious ſtrife, 

* Its guide Experience, and Truth its guard. 

« We fare on earth as other men have fared : 

« Were they ſuccesful ? Let not us deſpair. 

«© Was diſappointment oft their ſole reward ? 

« Yet ſhall their tale inſtruc, if it declare, 

«© How they have born the load ourſelves are doom'd to bear. 
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XLII. 


« What charms th Hiſtorick Muſe adorn, from ſpoils, 
« And blood, and tyrants, when ſhe wings her flight, 


«© To hail the patriot Prince, whoſe pious toilss 
* Sacred to ſcience, liberty, and right, | 
« And peace, through every age divinely bright 
Shall ſhine the boaſt and wonder of mankind! | - | 
“ Sees yonder ſun, from his meridian height, | 
« A lovelier ſcene, than Virtue thus inſhrined 

In power, and man with man for mutual aid combined? 


XLIII. 


Hail ſacred Polity, by Freedom rear d! 

| « Hail ſacred Freedom, when by Law reſtrain d! 

i „Without you what were man? A groveling herd 

«© In darkneſs, wretchedneſs, and want enchain d. 
Sublimed by you, the. Greek and Roman reign'd. 


| « In arts unrival'd: O, to lateſt days, 

| In Albion may your influence unprofaned. 

bi « To godlike worth the generous: bofom raiſe, : : + | 

G « And prompt the Sage's lore,/and firs the poet's lays, | | 


* 
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XIIV. 


—** But now let other themes our care engage. 
For lo, with modeſt yet majeſtick grace, 
«© To curb-Imagination's lawleſs rage, | 


«© And from within the cheriſh'd heart to brace, 
* Philoſophy appears. The gloomy race 


c 


* 


By Indolence and moping fancy bred, 

Fear, Diſcontent, Solicitude give place, 

« And Hope and Courage brighten in their ſtead, 
„While on the kindling foul her vital beams are ſhed. 


XLV. 


* Then waken from long lethargy to life 

The ſeeds of happineſs, and powers of thought; 
Then jarring appetites forego their ſtrife, 

« A ſtrife by ignorance to madneſs wrought. 


A 


« 


Pleaſure by ſavage man is dearly bought 
With fell revenge, luſt that defies controul, 
% With gluttony and death. The mind untaught 
*« Is a dark waſte, where fiends and tempeſts howl ; 
* As Phebus to the world, is Science to the ſoul. 


c 


* The influence of the Philoſophick Spirit—in humanizing the mind, and pre- 
paring it for intellectual exertion and delicate pleaſure;—in exploring, by the help 
of geometry, the ſyſtem of the univerſe; - in baniſhing ſuperſtition ;—in promoting 
navigation, agriculture, medicine, and moral and political ſcience ;—from Stanza 
XLV, to Stanza LV. 
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XLVI. | 


« And Reaſon now through Number, Time, and Space, 
„Parts the keen luſtre of her ſerious eye, | 
« And learns, from facts compared, the laws to trace, 
« Whoſe long progreſſion leads to Deity. | 
* Can mortal ſtrength preſume to ſoar ſo high! 

« Can mortal ſight, ſo oft bedim'd with tears, 

* Such glory bear !—for lo, the ſhadows fly 

« From nature's face ; Confuſion diſappears, 


© And order charms the eyes, and harmony the ears. 


XLVII. 


“ In the deep windings of the grove, no more 

« The hag obſcene, and grieſly phantom dwell ; 

« Nor in the fall of mountain-ſtream, or roar. 

*« Of winds, is heard the angry ſpirit's yell; 

No wizard mutters the tremendous ſpell, 

«« Nor finks convulſive in prophetick ſwoon 

Nor bids the noiſe of drums and trumpets ſwell, 

«« To eaſe of fancied pangs the labouring moon, 

Or chace the ſhade that blots the blazing orb of noon. 
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XLVIII. 


Many a long-lingeting year, in lonely iſle, 
ce Stun'd with th' eternal turbulence of. waves, 
„Lo, with dim eyes, that never learn'd to ſmile, 
«© And trembling hands, the famiſh'd-native craves 


«© Of heaven his wretched fare: ſhivering in caves, 


c 


* 


Or ſcorch'd on rocks, he pines from day to day; 

« But Science gives the word ; and lo; he braves 
* The ſurge and tempeſt, lighted by her ray, 
And to a happier land wafts merrily away. 


XLIX. 


« And even where Nature loads the teeming plain 

« With the full pomp of vegetable ſtore, 

« Her bounty, unimproved, is deadly bane : 

«© Dark woods and rankling wilds, from ſhore to ſhore, 
* Stretch their enormous gloom ; which to explore 

« Even Fancy trembles, in her ſprightlieſt mood ; 
For there, each eyeball gleams with luſt of gore, 


« Neſtles each murderous and each monſtrous brood, 


“Plague lurks in every ſhade, and ſteams from every flood. 
E 
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« Twas from Philoſophy man learn'd to tame 
The ſoil by plenty to intemperance fed. 

* Lo, from the echoing ax, and thundering flame, 
e Poiſon and plague and yelling rage are fled. 

* The waters, burſting from their ſlimy bed, 

6 Bring health and melody to every vale: 

And, from the breezy main, and mountain's head, 
Ceres and Flora, to the ſunny dale, 


To fan their glowing charms, invite the fluttering gale, 


LI. 


c What dire neceſſities on every hand 


Our art, our ſtrength, our fortitude require! 


” Of foes inteſtine what a numerous. band 

« Apajnſt this little throb of life conſpire! 

« Yet Science can elude their fatal ire 

« A while, and turn aſide Death's level'd dart, 


Sooth the ſharp, pang, allay the fever's fire, 


And brace the nerves once more, and chear the heart, 


And yet a few ſoft nights and balmy days impart, 
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LII. 


Nor leſs to regulate man's moral frame 

« Science exerts her all-compoſing ſway. 

« Flutters thy breaſt with fear, or pants for fame, 

* Or pines to Indolence and Spleen a prey, 

Or Avarice, a fiend more fierce than they ?' 
* Flee to the ſhade of Academus' grove ; 

«© Where cares moleſt not, diſcord melts away 

« In harmony, and the pure paſſions prove 


* How ſweet the words of truth breath'd from the lips of Love. 


LIII. 


„What cannot Art and Induſtry perform, 
When Science plans the progreſs of their toil ! 
« They ſmile at penury, diſeaſe, and ſtorm ; 
* And oceans from their mighty mounds recoil. 
« When tyrants ſcourge, or demagogues embroil 
* A land, or when the rabble's headlong rage 
« Order transforms to anarchy and ſpoil, 
« Deep-verſed in man the philoſophick Sage 
<« Prepares with lenient hand their phrenzy to aſſwage. 
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LIV. 


c 


A 


Tis he alone, whoſe comprehenſive mind, 
« From ſituation, temper, ſoil, and clime' 


Explored, a nation's various powers can bind 
« And various orders, in one Fol ſublime 
Of polity, that, midſt the wrecks of time, 
Secure ſhall lift its head on high, nor fear 


La) 


c 


* 


AT 


„ TH affault of foreign or domeſtick crime, 


While publick faith, and publick love ſincere, 
« And Induſtry and Law maintain their ſway ſevere.” 


La) 


LV. 


Enraptured by the Hermit's ſtrain, the Youth 
Proceeds the path of Science to explore. 

And now, expanding to the beams of Truth, 
New energies, and: charms unknown before, 
His mind diſcloſes: Fancy now no more 
Wantons on fickle pinion through the ſkies ; 
But, fix d in aim, and oqnſcious of her power, 


Sublime from cauſe to cauſe exults to riſe, 


Creation's blended ſtores arranging as the flies. 
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LVI. 


Nor love of novelty alone inſpires, 

Their laws and nice dependencies to ſcan; 
For, mindful of the aids that life requires, 
And of the ſervices man owes to man, 

He meditates new arts on Nature's plan ; 

The cold deſponding breaſt of Sloth to warm, 
The flame of Induſtry and Genius fan, 

And Emulation's noble rage alarm, 


And the long hours of Toil and Solitude to charm. 


LVII. 


But She, who ſet on fire his infant heart, 

And all his dreams, and all his wanderings ſhared 
And bleſs'd, the Muſe, and her celeſtial art, 

Still claim th' Enthuſiaſt's fond and firſt regard. 
From Nature's beauties variouſly compared 

And variouſly combined, he learns to frame 
Thoſe forms of bright perfection, which the Bard, 
While boundleſs hopes and boundleſs views inflame, 


Enamour'd conſecrates to never-dying fame. 
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LVII. 


Of late, with cumberſome though pompous ſhow 
Edwin would oft his flowery rhyme deface, 
Through ardour to adorn; but Nature now 

To his experienced eye a modeſt grace 


Preſents, where Ornament the ſecoud place 


. Holds, to intrinſick worth and juſt deſign 
Ul Subſervient ſtill. Simplicity apace 
Tempers his rage : he owns her charm divine, 


And clears th' ambiguous phraſe, and lops th' unwieldy line. 


Fain would I ſing (much yet unſung remains) 
What ſweet delirium o'er his boſom ſtole, 


When the great Shepherd of the Mantuan plains * 


— 
— — - 


- p N 5 
2 
— 
þ —— — — 
* — K © L _— 
— — 


His deep majeſtick melody gan roll: 


£ 


| Fain would I fing, what tranſport ſtorm'd his ſoul, 
How the red current throb'd his veins along, 


When, like Pelides, bold beyond controul, 
Gracefully terrible, ſublimely ſtrong, 
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Homer raiſed high to heaven the loud, th impetuous ſong. 


ö 


* VIRGIL; 


LX. 


And how his lyre, though rude her firſt eſſays, 

Now {kill'd to ſooth, to triumph, to complain, 
Warbling at will through each harmonious maze, 
Was taught to modulate the artful ſtrain, 

I fain would ſing: but ah! I ſtrive in vain.— 

Sighs from a breaking heart my voice confound. — 
With trembling ſtep, to join yon weeping train, 

I haſte, where gleams funereal glare around, 


And, mix'd with ſhrieks of woe, the knells of death reſound. 


EXT. 


Adieu, ye lays, that fancy's flowers adorn, 
The ſoft amuſement of the vacant mind ! 
He fleeps in duſt, and all the Muſes mourn, 

He, whom each Virtue fired, each grace refined, 
Friend, teacher, pattern, darling of mankind ! * — 
He fleeps in duſt, —Ah, how ſhould I purſue 
My theme !—To heart—conſuming grief reſign'd 
Here on his recent grave I fix my view, 

And pour my bitter tears. Ve flowery lays, adieu 


* This excellent Perſon died ſuddenly, on the roth of February, 1773. The 
concluſion of the poem was written a few days after. 
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LXII. f 


Art thou, my G*##*#*#*##, for ever fled! ooo 

And am I left to unavailing woe! 

When fortune's ſtorms aſſail this weary head, 

Where cares long ſince have ſhed untimely ſnow, 

Ah, now for comfort whither ſhall I go! 

No more thy ſoothing voice my anguiſh chears-: ' | 

Thy placid eyes with ſmiles no longer glow, , 

My hopes to cheriſh, and allay my fears— © | 
'Tis meet that I ſhould mourn:—flow forth afreſh my tears. 


THE END OF THE SECOND BOOK. 
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